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which were the signets, bright-eyed but dusty
little birds. The old cob, his head back and his
wing-feathers arranged like a cup, was sailing in
a rage. He hated people walking alongside the
lake when his wife and young were a-sail. He
went to and fro indignantly.

They walked right round, with the pale even-
ing light on the park, and they came back through
the rose-garden at the far end with the summer-
house beyond it.

"Is it'like the place that you expected?" he
asked,

"Everything is like it. It is lovely, I think,
far lovelier than I ever thought; only Miss Neale.
I hadn't expected her here/'

" You did not think there would be nobody."

"Oh no, I knew there'd be servants, but not
anybody like her."

He laughed at that. " Do you dislike her very
much?"

" I don't think that she likes me."

"Oh, come now; you have got so much that
she hasn't got that you can afford to be magnani-
mous. She s jealous, poor old thing. Hilda Neale
has never had anything in life but the kicks and
curses, and it must be pretty rotten/*

Doreen stood very still. She said: " How kind
you are I I think you are the kindest and most
understanding person I have ever met."

"It pays to be understanding/*

** I couldn't like Miss Neale, just because I know
that she doesn't like me.    Yet you could like
ber/1
He said: " Yes, of course I could like her.   She